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"You've heard, of course/' he said, "about Mr.
Pitt?"

No, Norton had not heard,

" Very ill/' said the heir, impressively laconic.

They descended the front steps together. Norton
said:

"Nothing serious, I hope?"

The heir made non-committal noises.

"Overwork, presumably?"

"Presumably. And worry. The collapse of those
damned Austrians, you know. And Russia going
to pieces like that------"

The heir paused, apparently to consider whether this
might not be a reflection on the recent diplomacy of his
companion.

"I suppose," he added cautiously, "you must have
felt rather savage about that business."

"About Austerlitz?"

"Yes."

This time it was Norton's turn to shy at committing
himself. He was disappointed at missing Lady Sheen,
and in no mood to reveal his mind to this confident
youngster.

" It's all over now," he replied, vaguely.

The heir agreed, and added something about spilt
milk.

" We shall fight on alone," Norton said.

There was a momentary silence. Their footsteps,
the tap of their canes upon the flags, filled the gap.

"Fight on alone, shall we?" the heir remarked, at
last.

"Of course."

"We shan't if the Whigs take office/'

This, looked at in any light, was a most surprising